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her talent and an extraordinary degree of exertion on her part
to reconquer her place. Talma and Mademoiselle Mars, those
darlings of the Parisian public, never sacrificed their duties at
the Theatre Francais to any offer made them elsewhere.
"Whatever the advantages to be reaped abroad, they returned
faithfully at the appointed time, and never failed to show
themselves prouder of the favor of the capital than of that of
any potentate. Thus 4t was that when, after every conge,
they reappeared on the Parisian stage, the delight of the au-
dience was manifested in the most enthusiastic manner.
"When Rachel reappeared at long intervals after her erratic
flights and capricious fits of sullenness, she was received with
stern, cold silence.
Mademoiselle Rachel experienced this for the first time on
her return to Paris this year. There was, moreover, some-
thing far more to be dreaded; there was a rival. The man-
agement, whether to lower the presumption, and consequently
the claims of the reigning star, or with a view of securing a
second resource in case the first should fail, had brought out
a competitor. Among the zealous supporters of the debutante
was Jules Janin, the once enthusiastic partisan of Rachel.
The enthusiasm which the new object of his admiration ex-
cited found vent in the most rhapsodical tirades that ever fell
from his pen.
The role attempted by the daring candidate was the most
arduous, perhaps, in the whole classic repertoire, the master-
piece of Racine, one that Rachel had not yet dared to act,
that she only attempted three years afterward, and only suc-
ceeded in ten years later.—Phcdre. In tMs god-descended and
goddess-cursed queen every human, passion is carried beyond
human strength; she revolves in" a fiery sphere incomprehensi-
ble to orderly every-day people. In that tor$iired heart there
is a turmoil of wild, contradictory elements striving for the
mastery such as no mere earth-born creature could withstand.
Quenchless love and poignant grief, hope and despair in their
most phrensied extremes, rend the stronghold of vitality, till,
weary of the strife, the vexed soul rushes into eternity. Yet,
repulsive as would seem the incestuous step-dame, the adul-
terous wife, whose perjured breath stirs the lowest depths of

